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With godless lips and fire of her own breath

Spake all her house to death ;                      1250

But thou, no mother unmothered, nor kindled in spirit
with pride of thy seed,

Thou hast hallowed thy child for a blameless blood-
offering, and ransomed thy race by thy deed.

MESSENGER.

As dower is graffed on flower, so grief on grief

Engraffed brings forth new blossoms of strange tears,

Fresh buds and green fruits of an alien pain;

For now flies rumour on a dark wide wing,

Murmuring of woes more than ye knew, most like

Hers whom ye hailed most wretched ; for the twain

Last left of all this house that wore last night

A threefold crown of maidens, and to-day           1260

Should let but one fall dead out of the wreath,

If mad with grief we know not and sore love

For this their sister, or with shame soul-stung

To outlive her dead or doubt lest their lives too

The Gods require to seal their country safe

And bring the oracular doom to perfect end,